THE   WEARY   HAREEM
no great signs of weariness in camel-riding. Their suffering per-
sons ride seated in a nest of tent-cloth; others, who have been
herdsmen, kneel or lie along, not fearing to fall, and seem to
repose thus upon the rolling camel's bare back. It is a custom of
the desert to travel fasting: however long be the rabla, the Aarab
eat only when they have alighted at the menzil; yet mothers will
give their children to drink, or a morsel in their mouths, by the
long way.
Journeying in this tedious heat, we saw first, in the afternoon
horizon, the high solitary sandstone mountain J. Birrd. 'Yonder
thulla,' cried my neighbours in their laughing argot, cis the
skeykh of our dira.' Birrd has a height of nearly 5,000 feet. At
the right hand there stretches a line of acacia trees in the wilder-
ness plain, the token of a dry seyl bed, Go, which descends, they
said, from a day westward of Kheybar, and ends here in the
desert. In all this high country, between Teyma and Tebuk and
Medain Sulih, there are no wadies. The little latter rain that may
fall in the year is but sprinkled in the sand. Still journeying, this
March sun which had seen our rahla, rising, set behind us in a
stupendous pavilion of Oriental glories, which is not seldom in
these Arabian waste marches, where the atmosphere is never quite
unclouded. We saw again the cold starlight before the fainting
households alighted under Birrd till the morrow, when they would
remove anew; the weary hareem making only a shelter from the
night wind of the tent-cloths spread upon two stakes. It was in
vain to seek milk of the over-driven cattle with dry udders. This
day the nomad village was removed at once more than forty miles.
In common times these wandering graziers take their menzils and
dismiss the cattle to pasture, before high noon. Hastily, as we saw
the new day, we removed, and pitched few miles beyond in the
Bishr dira; from hence they reckoned three journeys to Hayil, the
like from Dar-el-Hamra, a day and a-half to Teyma.
A poor woman came weeping to my tent, entreating me to see
and divine in my books what were become of her child. The little
bare-foot boy was with the sheep, and had been missing after
yesterday's long rdhla. The mother was hardly to be persuaded,
in her grief, jhat my books were not cabalistical. I could not
persuade the dreary indifference of the Arabs in her menzil to
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